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A L L US I O N 


To _ Tenth O D E of the Second Book of 


HO RACE, YO. 


. * 


1 
7 NSN O OD maſter F--- you're happier far 
85 G 8 (If what I hear, to day, be true;) 

KK 
Let Hd H-:-e be all your care, 
Nor envy thoſe, who envy you. 
Honk Ack declares it, more than once, 

(Read his tenth ode of book the ſecond) 
That he who quits the ſhore's a dunce, 
And a damn' dunce you have been reckon'd. 

- I. 
Lord | you'll be jollier in one hour, 
Than thoſe you left will in a day; 


Snug friends will come in coach and four, 


And you” It have time to deal away. 


> IV. | 
He that would hit the golden mean, 


Should, moſt exactly, copy you; 
Patents are prettier things, I ween, 
Than taſſell' d gowns, and ribbons blue. 


V. | 
The golden mean is not a hut, 


A ſquallid hut---as ſhepherds uſe ; 
On Sarum's plain (though now forgot) 
Did you ne'er ſee one near the yews ? 


god iI 
Nor is't a building (inter nos 


Fit for the palace of a king; | 
In ſhort, 'tis--"tis--"tis------d He, 
A gothic ſnug, romantic thing. 


& TOY LI, £54 301 
Without conſulting Miller's“ lore, 5 


Reaſon declares this matter us. 
The pine, much oftner, les the power \ 
Of ſtorms and winds, than willows do. 


D M2 27 1 G7 ! bro 
The loftier 5 ſtill, you build the ſpire, ; 


The greater, ſtill, muſt be the fall; 
Proud Alps receives the light'ning's fire, 
While common hills eſcapes the ball. 


| IX. A 
Miller's dictionary. 


LEE 
. 
A breaſt like yours each golden hour, 
Can neither fear---nor idly hope; 
How many men, now curſt with pow'ir, 
Dream of--(and dread by day) a rope? 


X. 
But you, in wiſdom's light, decline 


Thoſe honours you might well conan : 
Happy to ſee your comrades ſhine, 
While you deſert them at a ſtand. _ f 


2 — 
GE, in whoſe palm all honours lie, 
Can add to them, or take away; 
Yet free from courts (though in their eye)  / 
Are you not happier far-than they ? A | 


| XII. 
Bad as the times are, when you choſe 


Like other patriots to retire; 
The fun may ſhine again, who knows? 
And briſk Apollo twang his lyre. . 


XIII. 
But, let not this e er tempt your mind 


Again, in public ſcenes, to move; 
N 0,---you retir'd in time---and find 
A nation's, and a monarch's love. 


XIV. Live 


* H. d H. e is hear K--=-=-7, 


6 J 
B „ 

Live ſnug, at Hd. H. -e, my friend; 

There laugh and quaff the hours away: 
Arthur's a ſet of bucks will lend, 

Who can afford to play and pay. 

a4 xv. 

Lord, what a memorable year 


Is this ſame year of fifty ſeven ; 
The moſt, I'll make it ſoon appear, 
| Since I alpole miſs d of reaching Heay'n. 
XVI. = 
Inprimis, fair Minorca's gone | 
An admiral a martyr lies! _ 
A nabob beats you with one gun ; 
And Britain's Poox with hunger dies. 
XVII. 
But, what is greater ſtill, than all, 
You have to H--—d H-—e retir d; 


Snug in your pretty Gothic Hall, 
No longer with ambition fir d. 
XVIII. 
Thus Atticus retreats of old! 
And twenty others leſs than you; 
In Noman page each ſtory's told, 
But in no 75, or dull Review. 


XIX. . 
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* 
8 
Lord! and what leiſure time you'll have 
To ſhew your pretty houſe and garden! 
But t other day you was a ſlave; | 
Not that you gain'd one ſingle farthing. 


XX. 
For, what are diſtant grants to you? 


B-b is alive, and like to be; 


He lives, and very ſparing too, 


No true good ſign, twixt you and me. 
But think when purſe- proud tradeſmen paſs 
Your Houſe in Sunday's Side by Side; 
How will they praiſe the well-mown graſs, 
And the fair lawn extending wide. 


XXII. 
Then, wond ring ſay! Here lives the man 


Who quitted gold and honour too; 


To paſs his days on virtue's plan, 


Without one courtier's point in view. 
1 xm _ 
Then will they curſe engravers tools, 
Who turn'd your name to ſuch a jeſt ; 
And call the authors knaves and fools 
To think your actions want a 25h. 


Certain Carriages are called Vis a Vis from ſitting oppoſite to each 
other: Here the Carriage won't allow it, and therefore may bear that 


Name as well. 
XXIV. No 


4 
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XXIV. 


No, maſter F----, the caſe is plain, 


Your virtues made their envy riſe; 
And now they'll burſt themſelves again, 
To ſee you grown ſo great and wile. 
. 
Then let a nation learn your care, 
In dang rous times to ſtand upright; 
And when the ſtorm blows hard, like you 
| To furl the fails---and bid Good Wight ! 
XXVI. 
And, leſt the vulgar ſhould paſs by 
Gay H-----d H---e, nor know your fame; 
Stick up ſome ſhort inſcription, nigh 
The Brentford road, and ſign your name. 


XXVII. 
Here lives the Caro of his days! 


Who touch'd by ſome ſeraphic wing | 


Forſook all titles, honours, praiſe ; 


Rather to ſerve his Gd than Kg. 
XXVIII. 


Then gentle Rivington or Scott, 


When next you print the Book of Martyrs ; 
Don't let his name: ſake be forgot, 9211 
Nor ſelf-denying modeſt Chartres. 
PTY "TS, 


